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fccling$ may perhaps forestall you in such a de-
sign; and I know where to offer both mjr heart
and my hand.
MARIANE. Ah! I have no doubt of it; and the
love which merit can command . . .
VALERE. For Heaven's sake, let us drop merit.
I have but little, no doubt; and you have given
proof of it. But I hope much from the kindness
of some one whose heart is open to me, and who
will not be ashamed to consent to repair my loss,
MARIANE. The loss is not great: and you will
easily enough console yourself for this change,
VALERE. I shall do my utmost, you may de-
pend* A heart that forgets us wounds our self-
love ; we must do our best to forget it also; if we
do not succeed, we must at least pretend to do
so: for the meanness is unpardonable of still lov-
ing when we are forsaken.
MARIANE. This is, no doubt, an elevated and
noble sentiment*
VALERE* It is so; and every one must approve
of it. What! would you have me forever to nour-
ish nay ardent affection for you, and not elsewhere
bestow that heart which you reject, whilst I see
you, before my face, pass into the arms of ajar-
other?
MARIANE. On the contrary; as for me, that
is what I would have you do, and I wish it were
done already.
YALERE. You wish it?